Madonna dell3 Orto

to the zenith; low down, like signalling, or like the signs of terror.
And the peal of thunder breaks in the high emptiness and booms
along the sky. We hear it under earth; in the heavens; upon these
waters; and among the roofs and steeples of the town. For we
would see the lightning from the Piazza of St. Mark, where its
flashes almost play within the area of the buildings. It is a sky of
Tintoretto, like that in his Finding of the Body of St. Mark. Be-
cause of the storm there is not a person in the square, but its porticoes
and colonnades are the identity, the formal writing of the scene.

This storm came on again after midnight, and lasted until
morning. The whole town was its arena. You could lie awake and
listen to it, thinking that peal was in the quarter of the Frari, in the
red brick Venice; or another, across the city, by Santi Giovanni
and Paolo. The whole of Venice lies between them, with its old
factions of the 'Nicolotti', and the 'Castellani'. The two churches
we named were as the capitals of different states. It takes an hour,
or three quarters of an hour, to go on foot between them. Another
peal must be near by, above the Salute; or between it and San
Giorgio Maggiore, upon the open water. To lie awake here,
listening, while no one else could be asleep, brings the bricks and
stones of the city into a living reality with the present. All, who
could have heard that thunder, are awake upon this night. There
comes a lull, made loud with rain, and a booming down by the
Giudecca, in Palladian Venice, near to the Redentore. What can
be happening in that other kingdom at the far side of the town?
It must be raining and thundering at the Madonna delf Orto. The
huge paintings by Tintoretto are dark, themselves, with storms.
Nowhere else, but with him, is there invention upon this scale.
His Worshipping of the Golden Calf is incredible in conception
an.d in the way his speed keeps pace with inspiration. It is a chore-
graphic festival, a whole nation dancing and in tumult in the
golden plains. The figures are in apotheosis, drunk with magic
and the unreal light. In the same church there is an altarpiece by
Cima da Conegliano, with his hill and Ms native town in the back-
ground, exquisite in detail, with little finches and orioles, many
single flowers and the wild strawberry plant. Here and now, it
could be read in flashes. And, then, the booming, rattling artillery
removes. It bursts, near at hand, and could be close to the leaden
domes of another church, San Giovanni in Bragora, where is a

217